. The Hiiiory of 

ZAs they arcjkaringyhe Prince mdp» ■ 
/Vw.Your money. Yet upon them, they alkrun away,a H Ai 
Voyn. Villains. Jfiaffc after a Mow or two runner \Hf 

Cleaving the booty behbndc them. ‘'.j 
Tri. Got with much eafe.Nbw merrily to horfe,the then- 
are feattered, and pofleft with fear foftrongly, that they da* 
not meet each other, each take his fellow^or an officer / a »J 
good A 7 edfalftaffe iweats to death, and lards the lean cartha 
he walks along ; wert not for laughing, £ fhould pittv him ' 
Voy. Howtherogueroar’d! 

Enter Hotjpur folus ^reading a letter 
But for mUe own van , my Lord , l could be well contentedtd. 
there , in rcjpecl of the love I boar your houfe. 

He could be contented,why is henotthen? in refpeftoftk 
love he bears our houfe.- he fhews in this, he loves his oj 
barn better then he loves our houfe. Let me fee fomemorc. 

T he purpofeyou undertake is dangerous . 

Why .that’s certain, tis dangerous to take a cold, to fleep.tol 
drink ; but I tell you ( my lord foolj out of this nettle danacr 
we pluckt this (lower fafety. 

The purpofe you undertake is dangerous, tfie friends you u m i 
uncertain , the time it felf unfort ed, and your whole plot too Mi 
for the count erpoife of To great an oppojifion. 

Say y ou Jo.fay you fo?I fey unto yo£f again, you are a Ihalloif ■ 
cowardlyTOnde,and you lie : what a lack-brain is this? by tk' 
Lord our plot is a good plot as ever was laid, our friend true " 
and conftantia good plot, good friends, aad full of exportation, 
an excellent plot, very good friends; what a frofty-fpiritd 
rogue is this? why my L.of Tor kg commends the plot, and tk 
generall courfe pfthe action. Zounds and I werenow by this 
rafeal,! could brain him with his ladies fanne.Is there not my ’ 
father, my unkle, and my felf L, Edmond A/or timer, my L.d 
Yorke, and Owen G Undower . ? Is there not befidcsthe Donald 
have I not all their letters to meet me in arms by the ninth of 
the next moneth? and are they not fome of them fet forward 
already? What a pagan rafcallis this and Infidel? Ha, you Hull 
fee now ip very fincerity of fear and cold heart, will he to tk 

King, - 


+ 


Henry the Fourth. 

Kmg,andlayopenallourproceedings.O,I could dividemy 
felfe,and goe to buffets.for moving fuch a difhofskim Milke 
with £6 honourable an action, Hang him, let him tell theKing, 
wc are prepared.I will fet forward to night. Enter bis Lady. 
How now Kate, I muft leave you within this two hourcs. 

Lady. O my good Lords why are you thusalonc ? 

For what offence have I this fortnight beene 
A banifht woman from my Harries bed ? 

Tell me,fweete Lord, what is’t that takes from thee 
Thy ftomacke,plea£ure, and thy golden flecpe ? 

Why doft thou bend thine eyes unto the earth. 

And ftart fo often when thou fitft alone? 

Why haft thou loft the frefli blood in thy cheekes. 

And given my treafurcs and my rights of thee. 

To thicke-ey’d muling, and curlt melancholy ? 

In my faint (lumbers, I by thee watcht, 

And heard thee murmure tales ofyron warres, 
Speaketearmesofmannage to thy bounding Steed. 

Cry courage to the field : And thou haft talkt 
Of fellies, and retires, trenches, and tents. 

Of Pallizadoes, frontiers, parapets. 

Of bafilisks, of cannon, culvcrin, 

Ofprifbners ranfome,and of fouldiers fiaine. 

And all the current of a headdy fight. dk 

Thy fpirit within thee hath beenc fo at warre. 

And thus hath fo befturd thee in thy fleepe , 

That beds of fweat have ftood upon thy brow. 

Like bubbles in a late difturbed ftreame. 

And in thy face ftrange motions have appear’d. 

Such as we fee when men reftrainc their breath. 

On feme great fudden haftc. O what portents are thefe > 
Some heavy bufinefle hath my Lord in hand 
And I mud know it, eHehe loves me not. 

hat ho 5 fs CUU dims with the Packet cone? 

Ser. He is my Lord, an houreagoe. 

Hot.UathButler brought thofehorfes fromthc Sheriffes ? 

w Lord > he fought even now. 

• hot . What Horfe? a Roane, aCtop- e are,isitnot ? 

D * Sir. 
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